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to cover my return. I confided my dilemma to " Melbourne "
who smiled cynically and said he doubted if a return ticket
would be required ! However, it was a worth-while journey,
he agreed, and he thought he could find the required money.
Twenty-four hours later he handed me a hundred pound note.
" It isn't mine, " he said, " you needn't thank me." I
accepted it and asked no questions.
I lost no time in securing visas for Norway and Sweden.
Kameneff tried to get me the Esthonian visa but failed, because
the Esthonians had undertaken not to give any visas to British
subjects without the sanction of the British Foreign Office.
" Melbourne " told me to apply to Mr. X at the Foreign Office,
who was in a position to grant me the necessary Foreign Office
authorization. None of my persuasive powers could win this
gentleman's sanction to my trip.
After two hours' discussion (he was patient and I was
persistent) he agreed to a compromise.
" I won't help you, but I won't hinder you. If you can get
through from Stockholm, it's a sporting chance ! "
That evening Shane and " Melbourne " were in the studio,
when Kameneff telephoned to say he was leaving the next
morning and asked:
" Are you really coming ? "
" Of course."
" Remember, very little luggage and very simple clothes."
He rang off.  I turned to Shane: there were tears in his eyes.
" I wonder if you will ever come back—I wonder if I ought
to let you go ? " he said.
" I must go—I witt go 1 It's worth while, I don't care what
happens! " I insisted*
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When I left the next morning with two small suit-cases, I
advised my maid, who had cheeks like apples and was always
smiling, that:
" If anyone asks for me, say I have gone away on a visit
and left no address. Don't worry if I am away rather a long
time."

